
The troublefome Tiaigne 

Now Iohn, thy fcares arc vanifht into fmoakc, 

Arthur is dead, thou guiltlefleof his death. 
jSwcet youth, but that I ftriued for acrowne, 

I could haue well afforded to thine age. 

Long life and happincfTe to thy content. 

Enter the Baftard. 

O 

Joh. Philip what newes with thee? 

Baft. The newes I heard was Teters prayers, 

Who wifht like fortune to befall vs all: 

And with that word the rope his latcft friend, 

Kept him from falling headlong to the ground. 

I oh. There let him hang, and be theRauens food 
While Iohn triumphs in fpitc of Prophefies. 

But whats the tydings from the Popelings now? 

What fay the Monkes and Pr iefts to our proceedings? 
Or wheres the Barons that fo fodainly 
Did leaue the King vpon a fal fefurmife? 

Baft. The Prelates ftorroc, & thirft for fharpereuenge: 
But plcafe your Maiefty, Were that the worft 
little skild: a greater danger growes. 

Which mud be weeded out with carcfull fpeed, 

Or all is l©ft;for all is leuel’d at. 

Ioh. More frights and fcares: what ere thy tidings bee, 
I am prepar’d, then Philip, quickly fay; 

Meane they to murther or imprifon me, 

To giuc my Crowne away to Rome or France: 

Or will they each of them become a King? 

Worfethan I thinke it is,it cannot be. 

B*ft- Not worfe my Lord,but entry whit as bad. 

The Nobles hauecleftcd Zew/r King, 

In right of Lady Blanch, your neecc, his wife: 

His landingis expefted euery hourc, 

T he Nobles, Commons, Clergie, all Eflates, 

Incited chiefly by the Cardinal!, 
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of K^ing Iohn. 

pandftlph that lies here Legate for the Pope, 

Thinke long to fee their new cltfted King. 

And for vadpubted proofe.fce heere my Liege* 

Letters to roe from your Nobility, 

To be a partie in this aft ion: 

VVho vnder fhew of fained holinefTe, 

Appointtheir meeting at S. Edmunds- Bury, 

There to confult, confpirc,and conclude 
The ouerthrow and downefall of your State. 

joh. Why fo ittnuft be,one hourc of content. 
Match’d with amoncth of pafTionate effefts. 

Why fiiiocs theSunne to fauour this confort? 

Why doe the windes not breakc their brazen gates. 

And fcatter all thefe periut’d complices, 

Withal! their counfels and their damned drifts? 

But fee the welkin rolleth gently on. 

There’s not a lowringclowd doth frowneon them; 
Thehcauen,the earth,the funne,thcmoone,and all, 
Confpire with thofe confederates my decay. 

Then hellfor me, if any power be there, 

Forfake that place, and guide me Rep by ffep, - 
Topoyfon,ftrangle,murthcrin their Heps 
Thefe tray tors: oh that name is too good for them. 

And death iseafie j is there nothing worfe, 
Towrcakeme on this prowd peace-breaking crew? 
What fay ft thou Philip's why afsifts thou not? 

Baft. Thefe curfcs (good my Lord) fit not the feilon.* 
Help muff defeend from hcauen againft this treafon? 

Ioh. Nay,thou wilt proue a traytor with the reft, 
Goeget thee to them, (liame come to you all. 

Baft, I would be loth to ieaueyou HighnefTethus, 
Yet you command, and Lchough grieu’d,will goe. 

Ioh. Ah "Philip. whither go’ft thou? come a?aine. 

Baft My Lord,thtfe motions are as pailions ofamad 
l°b, -A madman ‘Phjfip, I am mad indeed, (man. 
My heart is maz’d, my fenfes all foredone? 

And 
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